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Something was gnawing at the back of Taylor's mind. He figured if he ignored if for long enough, it would 
eventually dissolve into nothing, but it only grew more and more real. He knew sooner or later he would have 
to accept it, accept the fact that maybe his mind and body had taken a turn and decided that the male body 
was just as attractive as the female's, if not more. But for the time being he just wanted to disregard it; 
especially when the male Taylor's body had taken an immense liking to just so happen to be his straight best 
friend. 


He always felt something towards Dave, but never entirely knew what it was. Just a strong penchant towards 
him. He always thought it was just some kind of close friendship, almost like a desperate yearning to be Dave's 
favourite. But after making the bold step into thinking rationally and letting these peculiar feelings come to the 
surface, he realised it was much more than just friendship he wanted. 


After thinking long and hard about these feelings and what they meant to him and everyone else they could 


possibly affect, Taylor finally came to the decision to let it out; he didn't want to keep everything bottled up, 
he knew what that could do to a person over time. It would eventually devour him completely and leave him in 
a wreck of emotions and loneliness. He tried to ready himself for the event that could either form a beautiful 
relationship, or destroy a remarkable friendship, but there was nothing that could possibly prepare him for 
something so intimidating. 
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After finishing the night's show, the Foo Fighters all trailed along behind one another to get to the dressing 
rooms to wind down after hours of playing to tens of thousands of blaring fans. The show had gone 
magnificently the entire way through, no accidental slip ups or forgotten lyrics, but Taylor didn't seem to be 
experiencing the same proud feeling as the rest of the band. He gradually drifted behind the rest of the men, 
finding the floor much more interesting than usual. When they finally arrived at the shared room, Taylor made 
a beeline straight for the worn-out couch in one of the corners of the chilled room. He wanted to be left alone 
to think about everything that had been consuming his mind all day and night, but he knew that shortly a 
swarm of journalists would be barging into the small room to ask them all how their night was, what their 


plans for the future were, and what's going on in their personal lives, which frankly was none of their business. 


Taylor closed his eyes and rested his head on the wall behind him. He was so tired and lost in his own thoughts 


that he almost didn't hear Dave come over to him. 


"Shit, how good was that!" Dave beamed, obviously still high on adrenalin. Taylor forced a low-spirited smile and 
nodded in response. Dave's own smile immediately dropped from his face after noticing something was wrong. 
He sat down close next to Taylor and rested a gentle hand on his shoulder. "You okay?" Dave kept his voice low, 


not wanting to attract any form of attention from any of the other men in the room. 
"Yeah, of course. Why wouldn't | be?" Just smile and nod Tay, dont give in 


Dave wasn't convinced. "Taylor, it's me. You can tell me anything.” He tenderly pinched the back of Taylor's 
neck, trying to get him to look up from his gaze at the floor. He wanted to see his smiling face and cheerful 
eyes; he knew that seeing that would set his solicitous mind at ease. But when Taylor did turn to reveal his 
despondent face, all Dave got was a heartbreaking stab in the gut. Taylor looked as if he was about to collapse 
right there and then in his own misery. 


‘lm fine Dave.. Everything's okay." Taylor tried his hardest to sound reassuring, but Dave saw right through it. 
He knew when his best friend was hurting. 


"Okay man, if you say so. Do you want anything?" 
"Nah, l'm good for now. Just keep them damn journalists away from me" Dave turned his head in the direction 


Taylor was glaring to see an army of men and women in smart but casual attire, clambering in through the 


door and racing each other to get to a band member first. 


Dave turned back to Taylor and shot him a grin, laughing mildly under his breath. "Sure." He said, moving his 
hand from its previous position on Taylor's shoulder to the blonde's sharp knee. "But I'm not letting this go, 
okay? | know there's something going on, and | want to help you Tay.. Please, don't be afraid to open up to me." 
He softly squeezed his knee before standing up and greeting one of the over-eager journalists. 


Taylor immediately began to tap his feet against the floor in a very erratic rhythm in an attempt to distract 
himself from what he'd just heard. What the hell was he meant to tell Dave? He didn't want to tell him, but he 
certainly didn't want to shut him out. He'd lose him completely if he took that option. Maybe he could just tell 
him straight up? Hey Dave, just thought you should know that | am completely and utterly in love with you and 
want to be with you more than anything else in the world Thanks for listening! No, he can't do that. He knew 
Dave would draw it out of him eventually; he was a very persuasive man. But he wasn't prepared at all. He 


was absolutely terrified. 


After about an hour of answering questions and posing for photos one man down, it was time to head back to 
the hotel. They all crammed into the van and drove away from the venue, in the direction of inviting hot 
showers and comfortable beds. Taylor, Dave and Pat were all packed together in the back row of the van, and 
Taylor had to spend the entire drive staring out the window and counting streetlights to stop himself getting 
too turned on by Dave's sweaty body pressed against his side. He was reluctant to say anything on the drive 
to the hotel, and only mumbled mm-hmm's and uh-huh's when needed. Every now and again Dave's knee would 
brush against his own, or a hand would accidently find itself sitting on his lower thigh, and Taylor would have 


to divert his mind to something less arousing to control himself. 


Once they had arrived at the hotel, everyone piled out of the van and filed into the lobby. Taylor said a quick 
and quiet goodnight to the rest of the band before hurrying to the nearest vacant elevator without them. 
Dave called out Taylor's name as the elevator doors were closing in the hope Taylor would stop the doors and 
let Dave join him, but Taylor just pretended not to hear. He didn't want company right now. He wanted to wrap 
himself into a nest blankets and think about the future he wanted with Dave but knew he could never have. 


Just the thought of it made his eyes water. 


Taylor was alone in the elevator, and was extremely thankful for that when a few tears started to 
uncontrollably form in his eyes. When the elevator doors finally opened on his floor, he stumbled to his door 
and wrenched the key into the lock. As soon as he got his door open, he threw his duffle bag to the boarded 
floor, flung himself onto the bed, and let all the grief he was keeping pent up inside him drain out. He thought 
about Dave. He never stopped thinking about Dave. Dave completely controlled his life, every action Taylor 
made somehow involved his best friend. He wanted Dave more than anything right now, to lie in his arms and 
listen to his soothing words of comfort. But he knew that could never happen. As far as Taylor knew, Dave 
didn't feel the same way about him as he did about Dave. And just that one simple sentence made Taylor cry 
harder than he ever had before. Dave didn't feel the same way about him as he did about Dave. The words shot 
through his heart like a razor-sharp knife. 
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No more than 5 minutes after Taylor had gotten to his room and crawled into his bed, he heard a knock at his 


door. 


"Tay? Can | come in?" He instantly recognized Dave's rugged voice. Taylor lifted his head from the pillow it had 
been buried in and glanced up at the door. Dave knocked on the door again, harder than the previous time. 
"Please Tay, can | come in? | want to talk to you.. Please open up?" Taylor could hear the worry in his voice. He 
wanted to open the door and fall into Dave's strong arms, then to lie beside him and have Dave cradle him and 
make him feel better, but he was scared as hell. 


Slowly, the doorknob started to turn. Shit, why didnt | lock the door? How the fuck did I forget? Taylor's 
heartbeat grew faster and faster. It was like a scene in a horror movie, watching the doorknob turn ever so 
slowly right before a psychotic serial killer jumps out from behind it and gruesomely murders his oblivious 
victims inside. 


After what seemed like years, the door finally opened and Dave glanced in through the small gap. 


“Taylor? Are you alright?" His voice was low and overflowing with concern. "I heard you crying from outside. 
It's okay to be upset." He glanced around the dark room and saw Taylor sitting on the bed with his knees 
pulled up to his chin and silent tears flowing down his face. Without thinking he climbed onto the bed next to 
him and draped both arms around him tightly. Taylor's head fell into the crook of Dave's neck, and Taylor 
couldn't hold it in any longer. He shed many, many tears into Dave's shoulder, muffling his cries in Dave's now 
dampened shirt. 


After a many long minutes Taylor finally pulled away and wiped his eyes. Dave left one arm hanging around his 
shoulder. He didn't want to let go of Taylor, he wanted to hold him close and make sure he knew that 
everything would be okay. When Taylor was unhappy, Dave was ten times worse. He hated seeing such an 
astonishing person feel so awful. He cared about Taylor more than anyone else in the world and wanted only 


the best for him, no less. Watching him cry was absolutely heartbreaking. 


“Tay, | hate to see you upset. If there's something bothering you, | want you to know that you can always 
come and talk to me. | want to help you." Dave's voice was soft and heartening. He was never pushy. He let 
people make their own decisions, but he always wanted to help guide his loved ones in the right direction. The 
last thing he wanted was to watch them crash and burn knowing he could've prevented it. He didn't want to 


make that mistake again. 


Both men were silent for several minutes, before Taylor gained his quiet voice once again. "I'm scared" It was 
unbelievably difficult to talk. His body was shaking, his head was throbbing and he felt like he was about to 


vomit. 
"Scared of what?" 
"| don't want you or the guys to hate me." Taylor's bottom lip started to tremble. Keep it together, Hawkins 


Dave shook his head. “Oliver Taylor Hawkins. You listen to me and you listen good. None of us will ever, ever 
judge you on anything you do with your life. Sure, you may do some dim-witted fucked up shit, but we won't 
ever hate you for it. We'll help you get through it, all of us will.. | love you so much, we all do. l'm so glad 
you're in my life Taylor. | want you to live an incredible, happy life, and | really hope | get to be with you the 
entire way through it. Right to the very end.” 


Taylor lifted his head from his raised knees and stared at Dave, his mouth hanging slightly open. He couldn't 
believe what he'd just heard. He wants fo be with me until the end Taylor had no idea what to do, so he did 
what he wanted most of all right now. He leaned in and pressed his lips to Dave's. No more than 2 seconds 

later, he pulled back again, hiding his face with his hair. 


‘lm sorry Dave, | am so, so sorry." Fuck, whats wrong with you? Ugh, here come the tears again Nee job, idiot 


Youve fucked everythi- 

Dave lifted Taylor's chin with his hand and drew him in for another kiss. He pulled Taylor close and held his 
palm to Taylor's whiskered cheek Taylor gripped at Dave's shoulders and tugged their chests closer together. 
They stayed in that position for several minutes, feeling each other's soft lips, exploring and tasting the 


interior of each other's mouths with their curious tongues. As much as they were both enjoying the glorious 
moment, they eventually had to pull up for air. 


Taylor drew back and rested his forehead against Dave's, reviewing the wonderful experience he'd just had. He 
couldn't hold back his smile, he felt so unbelievably happy. He closed his eyes and tightened the hold he had 
around Dave's neck. 

"So that's what you were scared of?" Dave's sudden voice nearly made Taylor jump. 

"Yeah, | guess." 


"Dude.. Why didn't you just tell me?" 


Taylor paused, unsure of how to answer without sounding like a complete wimp. "I didn't think you'd feel the 
same way." 


Dave moved his mouth so it brushed softly against Taylor's cheek. "Well.. How do you feel exactly?" 


Taylor's body shuddered slightly at Dave's touch. "I don't know. | feel so happy around you, | could be in the 
shittest mood and just seeing your face or hearing your voice makes me feel so good again. | hate being away 
from you, if | know you're unable to make it to a meeting or rehearsal | don't want to go either, | want to be 
wherever you are. When | think about you, | get these really weird feelings, and | have no fucking clue what 
they are.. But it's only for you. No one else has made me feel that.. great.” There was a long pause, and Taylor 
wasn't sure whether Dave was thinking of a way to reply or waiting for more explanation. He assumed it was 


the latter. "I. | love you, Dave." 

The room was still quiet after Taylor had finished speaking, and it remained quiet for the next minute or so 
until Dave spoke up again. "I love you too, Tay. | can't believe.." Taylor looked up to see why Dave had stopped, 
only to find that he was crying softly. Shit, what have | done? Why is he crying like that? 

"Dave," he cupped his face in his hands. "What's wrong?" 

"N-nothing," Dave wiped his face clean. "It's just.. | can't believe you got so upset over something that stupid” 
"It isn't stupid to me. | was so scared I'd lose everything if | told you how | felt and you didn't feel the same, 
I'd just look stupid and be so embarrassed. And what if you didn't want to be around me after | told you that? 
I'd have no one who knew me as well as you do, no one who made me as happy as you did.. I'd be so lost 


without you Dave." 


Dave pulled Taylor close to him, wrapping his arm around his shoulder and kissing his cheek. "l'm not leaving. 


Ever." 


Taylor nuzzled into Dave's neck and closed his eyes, and almost immediately he was sound asleep. 
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The next morning Taylor woke up in a chilly room with a red and black knitted quilt thrown over the lower half 
of his body, and two strong, tattooed arms fondly wrapped around the upper half. He smiled to himself, 
rethinking the previous night. It all felt like a dream, one that Taylor had dreamt about for years now, but he 
was so very glad that it wasn't. 


Dave was snoring softly, and Taylor could feel his hot breath on the top of his head. He turned his neck to look 
at Dave. He looks so adorable while he sleeps. He couldn't help but smile. Would this change a lot? Had anything 
really changed at all? Only time could tell what the future held, and Taylor was both excited and terrified. He 
hoped this would turn out exactly how he thought it would in his head, but he couldn't control what happened 


in the real world. 


Taylor knew he had to get up and shower, but he didn't want to leave Dave's consoling embrace. HI just stay a 
little bit longer.. Dave's grip around Taylor's shoulders unexpectedly tightened and he let out a small sigh. Taylor 
quickly shut his eyes, pretending he was asleep. He didn't want Dave knowing he was watching him; he didn't 
want to scare him away so early. Dave nuzzled against Taylor's head, moaning so softly Taylor could only just 


hear. 


"Good morning," Dave mumbled. His voice was always a bit croaky in the morning, and Taylor loved knowing that 
fact. As far as he knew, out of their large group of friends, he was the only one who had heard his voice like 
that, and that fact made it seem just a little bit special. He would do anything to wake up to that voice every 


morning. 

"Good morning," Taylor groaned, trying to make it seem as if Dave had woke him up. 

"How are you?" 

Taylor twisted his body so he could face Dave, and flashed him a big grin. "Very, very good,’ Dave smiled back 
at him warmly. Hs smile is so gorgeous.. Taylor had butterflies in his stomach, but they felt very good, and 
didn't leave him feeling unwell at all. He felt happier than ever. "How are you?" 

"Brilliant," Dave placed a gentle kiss on Taylor's forehead, then one on his nose, and lastly one on his lips. His 
mouth lingered for seconds after the kiss had ended, not wanting to pull away just yet. He wanted to savour 


the taste, smell, feel of Taylor. He adored it. "I love you." 


"| love you too, Dave." 


They stayed in the same position for a number of minutes, placing gentle kisses on each other's lips and 
cheeks, before they eventually had to get up and start the day. Thankfully, they had no shows today, just a 
late night plane trip to their next location. 


Taylor sat up and stretched his arms. "Dude, | need a shower so bad, | didn't get one last night" 


"Same here," Dave loudly sniffed his underarm and made a comical face of disgust. Taylor just laughed; he 


loved how juvenile Dave could be sometimes. "You go first?" 


"Yeah sure," Taylor gathered clean clothes from his bag, and looked for a hairbrush which he was sure he'd 
left at the venue. After searching long and hard through the duffle bag, he decided it was no use and just ran 
his fingers through his hair instead. 


"Don't use all the hot water!" Dave shouted after Taylor. 
"| will if | want to!" 
"Nah man, don't be an ass!" 


Taylor poked his head around the corner and smiled wickedly at Dave. Dave winked back, and that was enough 


to set Taylor off. He hurried back around the corner and continued on with what he was doing. 


Later that evening, the band headed out for an early dinner at a small bistro and to revise for the next day's 


show. 


Taylor sat down in between Chris and Dave after returning from the bar where he went to order more drinks, 


just in time to hear the end of Nate's announcement. 


"And then we'll finish on Everlong, as usual, and that'll be it for the night. All good?" He peered up at the 
others over his glasses, surveying all of their faces carefully, trying to detect any negative vibes. Nate always 
wanted to please people, always wanted to make sure everyone was happy. After receiving smiles and nods 
from all the men at the table, he grinned and took a sip of the beer a waitress had just brought over. 


"Hmmm... Actually, can | just make one small change?" Dave perked up. The whole table sighed sarcastically, and 


Nate placed his head in his hands. 
"Okay, okay.. How big is this ‘small change, then?" Nate groaned into his palms. 
"Not that big! Can we just move White Limo so its right after Cold Day In The Sun? I'm going to need to rest 


my voice just a bit before | do White Limo, | thought | was going to lose my voice half way through last 
night." 


Nate laughed, brought out the folded setlist from his pocket, and wrote the alterations down on the sheet. 
"Man up, Grohl!" Chris laughed, giving Dave a soft punch on the shoulder. 

"Shut it, Shifty! You dont have to scream for 3 hours straight night after night! 

Once Nate had finished, he glanced at his watch. "Okay well, we should probably head off to the airport soon," 
"Oh no," Taylor breathed in deeply, closing his eyes tight and placing his shaky hands in his lap. 

Dave reacted instantly to his quiet voice and put Taylor's hands into his, leaning in close. "What's wrong?” 


"What? Oh, nothing," Taylor wiped his hands on a napkin and stood up. "Come on guys we have to go," he pulled 
his phone out of his pocket and walked towards the exit of the bistro. 


The rest of the men sat around the table, confused Dave stared down into his empty palm. Did he do 
something wrong? Or was there something else on Taylor's mind? He didn't know exactly what was bothering 
him, but he was determined to find out. Chris left enough money to cover the bill in the centre of the table, 
and they all got up to follow Taylor out. 
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Taylor took a long sip from the glass he had been drinking out of for the last twenty minutes, swished the 
drink around in his mouth, and then finally swallowed He had his eyes fixed on a tiny scuff mark on the wall, 
but it wasn't the mark he was cogitating. 

Dave was sat on the other side of the airport bar, reminiscing with Pat an old memory when he snapped a 
string tuning his guitar and nearly lost an eye. He tried his hardest to pay his full attention to the 
conversation, but his eyes kept wandering over to Taylor. He looked so capitulated. 

After the conversation crashed, Dave excused himself to go over and sit with Taylor. He sat on the barstool 
next to the blonde's and cleared his throat, but Taylor didn’t react. Dave shifted his seat a little closer to 
Taylor's. 

"Hey man, how you doing?" 

Taylor still didn't respond. He just stared at the wall in front of him. 

"Taylor?" 


Taylor lazily turned his head to the right. "Yes?" The simple word came out snippy, even though he didn't mean 
for it to. The sudden change in his attitude made Dave even more anxious. 


"What's wrong?" Dead silence stretched for longer than what was necessary. Don't do this fo me, Tay. Please. 
"Tay, what's wrong?" Dave's voice was sterner this time. He didn't want to come across as malicious; he 
wanted to help Taylor with whatever difficulties he was facing. 

"Nothing." 

"There's something, | can tell." 

"Nothing's wrong, Dave." 

"Tay, | want to help you with whatever is bothering you, please can you tell me what's wrong?" Taylor looked 


down at his glass, swishing his drink around and following its movement with his hazel eyes. "Please, babe, | 


want to help." 


"Okay, fine! It's just. | have a stupid fucking fear of. Flying in airplanes. Not a huge one. | just hate being up so 
high in some kind of fucking steel coffin, being thrown through the air. But because we tour all the time, | 
guess | just kept it all to myself and pretend like it doesn't bother me. | didn't really want to look like a pussy 
in front of you guys." Taylor's gaze had dropped to the floor, and his cheeks turned bright red. Dave instantly 
wrapped an arm around his shoulder, wanting to do more but not wanting to give too much away to 


bystanders. 

"That is nothing to be ashamed of, dude. 

Everyone's scared of something.” 

"You're not." 

"Yeah, | am." 

"No Dave, you're not. You're just lying to make me feel better. | know you, and right now | don't really want to 
be babied like this." Taylor shook Dave's arm off from around him and hunched over the bar, taking another 
long sip of his drink Dave sat in silence, shocked and upset with himself. Taylor stared back at the scuff marks 
on the wall in front of him, slowly starting to feel the guilt creep over him. What the fuck did I just do? He 
wanted to turn around and hug Dave back, apologize for being so stubborn and blunt. But he couldn't bring 
himself to do it. That meant defeat, and he didn't want to show Dave that he would give in so quickly and 
easily. 

"Thunder." 

"What?" 


"I hate thunder. Scares the fucking shit out of me. | can't do anything during a storm, | have to crawl into bed 


and stay there until it's over." 
Taylor stared at Dave in misbelieve, before suddenly exploding in uncontrollable laughter. 
"Oh my god, you? Afraid of thunder? That is so." 


Dave blushed and stared down at the logo covered runner on the bar in front of him. Taylor smiled at the 


beautiful brunette sitting beside him and wrapped an arm around his love's shoulder. 
‘It's perfect, Dave. It's so. It's just perfect" 
Dave laughed dryly. "Don't tell the others, yeah?" 


‘Or what?" Taylor said, crossing his arms across his puffed out chest. 


‘Or | will torture you and you'll regret it very, very much." 


Taylor got up and stood behind Dave, moving his face down to Dave's ear so only Dave could hear his 


whispers. "Not being able to kiss you whenever | want is torture enough, babe." 


Dave turned his face the slightest fraction towards Taylor's lips. "What about later tonight? While everyone 


else is asleep on the plane. It might help calm your nerves." 


Taylor breathed out hard onto Dave's neck. "It'll take more than that to distract me, Dave." He leaned delicately 
against Dave, picked up his nearly empty glass and walked over to Nate, starting a conversation with the 
bassist. 


